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Janus Cares Jun. Fly | 
» Cofferer' to His Royal 
Highneſs the Prince of 
Wales, and Member 
the H. rolle . 
N Commons. 


81 R. 


\ Ty me the lest td . 


afford your Protection 

to theſe two Petites I 
Pieces; I am ſure none ever 
ſtood in more need of ſo gene- 
rous a Friend and a Defender 


. as 


. 
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Dedication. 

as you are; tho' I dare not ſay 
they deſerve this Benefit by any 
real Merit of their own, yet they 
have one Title to the Protecti- 
on of all -well natur'd People, 
which is, that they have Ene- 
mies undeſerv d. = were per- 


ſecuted by thoſe chat did not 


know em. : 


If they had gone thro' a le- 
gal Courſe of Spare tool 


tho it might have been partial, 


yet 1 ſhould have ſubmitted to 
it, as others had done before 
me; but to be prejudg'd and 
: condemn' d unheard, was har- 
der \ Meaſure than any body 
elſe meets with at this time a 
. EW 
* Election, which lad the 


Honour 


Ledicution. 
Honour to pes your Approba- 


tion, was objected againſt as a 
a Party- Matter : I fancy both 
Sides will agree that there are 
unreaſonable Heats and Extra- 
 VaganCies belonging to each of 
em, which delerve to be ex- 

pos d, laugh d at, and exploded 
by all true Lovers of their 
© Country, ſince by | ſuch Arts, Our 
Enemics find the way to poiſon a 

our Conſtitution. 

For the other, it was ſaid 
| ey would be fonts taken 

at the expoſing a Popiſh-Prie 
| Good God! o ic ay OWE 
people are we chang' d! Are 
Paſs worthy Gentlemen (the 
Emiſſaries of our molt ayow' - 
and irreconcileable Enemy) to 
A 3 | be 


* 


* 


yp | « . 1 * 
Dedication. 
| 9 


be treated with ſo much Ten- 
derneſs ? Is not their very Pro- 
feſſion Treafon in * Subject 


of Great Britain? Have our 
Neighbours in France treated 


"the Clergy of the Reform'd Re- 


ligion 8 11 the ſame Kegard? 


But let that paſs, ſince they 
have their Friends and Ad vo- 


cates even here, T hope I have 
{ome too; it is not an unpar- 
donable Sin with every Body 


to wiſh well to the Liberties 
and Religion of one's Coun- 
try: No, Sir, I aſſure my felf, 


you have Goodneſs ede to 


coverlook a great many be 
ther Faults, where you. find 
un honeſt and Iifntercſted Zeal 


wr our Preſent happy Conſti- 


* 


tution. © 


* 
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Dedication, 
tution. JO U, whoſe good 
Judgment ever engaged you on 
the right Side, the Proteſtant 

| qiccelf or, and the Intereſt of 
Britain; Y O'U who ſcorn d 
to herd with the Betrayers of 
your Country, or raiſe your 
Fortunes on the Ruins of 

your Fellow Subjects; YO U 
Who ſo generouſly eſpous d my 
Intereſt, when you knew my 
Intention of dedicating to His 
Royal Highneſs, then Duke 
of Camlridge, will have the 
Goodhefs to protect a Woman 
who has no other Merit but 


* 
£ 


her good Inclinations, and per- 


petual Wiſhes for the Prolpe⸗ 
150 ery) Wong. i ar 
rity of the preſent © Govern- 
ment. Theſe were Principles, 
e which. 


— 


Dedication. 
which, you know, ſne was not 


aſham d of owning, even when 
it was almoſt Criminal to pay 


any, Marks of Reſpect to that 


"heb Family, under which our 
Laws and our Liberties are now 


Jo happily ſecur d. 


I I with, Sir, that you may 
find any thing in either of theſe 
letle Comedies, that may en 


tertain you at ſome leiſure 
Hour. I know very well, that 


your Time is at preſent, too 


precious to be thrown away 


upon Trifles ; 7 that Houſe of 
Commons of which you are ſo 


worthy, and ſo ornamental a 
Member, have che nobleſt and 


greateſt Task now, lying before 
them, "the Vindication of our 


* 


£ 


Dedication. 

- | Publick Honour to all Europe 
and the Extricating us out of 
| ſuch Difficulties, as only one 
Sett of Men in the World 
could plunge us into; but they 

will meet their Reward ; and 
You, with thoſe worthy Patri- 

ots engag d with You, will find 
yours in the Thanks of the 
preſent Age, and the Bleſſings 
of that of Poſteritly, © 

I might here expatiate on 
the many. excellent Qualifica- 
tions You are Maſter of, did I 
not know it would: be harder to 
obtain your Pardon for touch- 
ing upon that Subject, than for 
preſuming to ſhrowd theſe lit- 
tle Pieces under the Protection 
of your Name; beſides, I think 


N 
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Dedication. 
it needleſs at high Noon, to tell 
the World TR is light, ſince 
all that have Eyes, muſt fee the 
Day; and all that have the Ho- 
nour to know, Mr. Craggs,, ; 
knows his Character is above 
my Reach, conſequently, would 
: oft from, the Attempt. of any || 
Pen ſo weak. as mine Theres | I 
fore ſhall only; beg. Leave to | Þ 
* fübſcribe with £5 prafoundet 2 
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7 HEN I writ this little 
Farce, I was #ot without 
yOu Hopes of having it repre- 


ſentell on the Stage; what I 


propos d to my ſelf, was, the Honour - 


to ſhaw their Royal Highneſſes the 
Manner of our Eleftions, and enter- 


tain the Town with a Sul ject entirely 


new: It bas had the good Fortune. to 
ple . Perſons f Diſtiuctian 
un 777 In the Reading, aud ſome 
of our beſt Judges aſſur d me, it cou 

uot fail to entertain from the Stage; 


but the Subject being upon Elections, 


the Maſter of the Revels did not care 

to me dule with it, and the Players act 

nothing without his Licence, ſo that 

Re ls 
| * 
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The Preface. 


had given over all Thoughts of its ap- 

earing in Publick. But the Word 
Aection, it ſeems, immediately fur- 
bf #iſh'd ont a Thouſand ſcandalous Sto- 
| ries, and I was become the Subject of 
q 


every Coffee-Houſe in Town ;- and not- 

withſtanding my Friends endeavour'd || :, 

5 to do me Juſtice as often as the) heard 

Al | me aſpers'd, yet for my clearer Juſt i- 
fication, they were of Opinion I ought 


ro print it, ſince ſevgral Perſons had 
1 been ſo induftriouſly malicious as to re- || 7: 
Port that this Farce was amoſt imfu- 4 
dent notorious Libel upon her Late L 
Majeſty ; than which there 1s nothing 
more falſe, and the World will ſee how 
little Ground there is for ſuch a Re- 
port; its ſo far from being a Satyr upon 
ber, that there is not one perſonal Re- 
flettion deſign d thre? the whole Piece; 
Ideas oblig d indeed to make an Opp6- 
ſition of Parties, to heighten the Hu- 
monr ; it had been impoſſuble to have 
writ any Thing upon the Subject with. 
out it; but I dare be poſitive, that the 
„ Perſons 
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—— 


Perſons among whom the Scenes lie 


od have given more Diverſion than 
Offence to the Spectators of either 
Party. I endeavour d to make eve 

Thing appear as natural as I cou d, 


and for that Reaſon only, I ſtuck Wool * 


in the Hats of my Whigs, and Law- 
rel inthoſe of the Tories; tho? I wowd 
be glad to know why the latter made 

e of the Lawrel to diſtinguiſh them- 
elves, when they were labouring to 


give ap all the Conqueſts we had won 
I ſhould have thought a Sprig of Roſe- 
mary had been the properer Emblem 


of the then approaching Funeral of our 
Church and State, ſince the Cheva- 


lier's Friends were endeavouring to 
bury our Religion, and Liberty, under 


Tyranny and Popiſh Superſtition. Had 
Parliaments N Na of the Legiſla- 
ture among the Ancients, and our 
Manner of Elections known to, and 
praftis'd by them, Apollo word cer- 
tainly have ſhown Vengance on the un- 
worthyWearers of his favourite oy : 

i The 


— — 


The Laure] was ever held the Em- 
Jem of Toy, and Reward of Vertue : 
Hence it was worn by Victors in the 
Olympick Games; but have Engliſh- 
men Reaſon to rejoyce in thoſe Mea- 
ſures, that pav'd the Way for a French 
Government, and a Popiſh King? 


The Roman Soldiers, who follow- 
ed their Triumphs, were crown d with 
ll. Lawrel, to denote an Expiation of 

l the Blood which they had ſhed in the 
bill Wars; but our Lawrel-wearers can 
| draw no Parellel from thence, _ 

deſerting our Allies, ſelling our Trade, 
diſgracing our Generals, giving up 
| thoſe glorious Conqueſts they had won, 
10 the 
9 deſerd d to be croumd with Lawrel, 
1140 or that they wo d be thought to wear | 1 
1 it as an Expiation of the Blood of || * 
ö | | the Catalans, and of the Twelve || © 
Vi Thouſand cut to Pieces at Denain, by || / 
f the fatal Ceſſation of Arms. 0 
a a 


| | £5 Whatever Reaſonthey had for voc ar- 
| ing 


The Preface. 


ing it, I am glad they had not an Op- 
portunity 5 making u uſe. of it, in the 
Haun 5 t deſign d over the Laws 
aud. 7 55 of their Country. 
Here I can't omit taking notice how 
mach the Popiſh Faction encreaſed un- 


if der the traiterous Management of the 


late Miniſtry, and due ſee by their dai- 
ly Inſults, that *tis at the hazard 
Life or Intereſt, at leaſt, that we dare 
vindicate our Religion, and Li 

Had the Author of Lady Jane Grey 
made her 4 Papiſt, and Gardiner 4 Bi- 


bop of the Church of England, and 


the Play been repreſented on the French 
Stage, what Proteſtant would have dard 
to call it « Popiſh Play, without run- 
ning the Danger of the Gallies ? If the 
T ith of 4. certgin Monarch, who was al- 
ſo ſet 4p 0 by the People, in Oppoſition to 
the .R , were to be repreſented 
on the * 4 of France, not even the 
firſt. Peer of that Nation durſt to have 
vented one Murmur, much leſs his, wit 
5. he were forni'd with Ph oſophy | 


enough 


Aathor's Memory 


The Preface. 
endtigh to endure the Baſtile, ana yet the 


Papiſts and their Abetrors dare to do it 
here. It is with the utmoſt Indignation, 


| that I ſee thoſe wholſome Laws neglected, 
which 272 to be put in Execution againſt 


ſuch profeſvd Enemies of our Church and 
State; for to the Indolencè of our Peo- 
ple in Power, are all our preſent Diviſi ſions 
aud Diſtrat#tions owing ; tho for the 
Author of that excellently writ Poem a- 
bove-mention'd, I dare anſwer for him, 
is under no C oncern for any Thing that 


Faction can either ſay or write, ſince "tis 


very evident their Malice is not IevelPd 

ainſt him, but ag ainſt our Religion and 
F, which % hor in has Pbece 
vindicated ſo well, aud ſet the Cru- 
elties of Rome in % W 4 Light, that 
a great Part of our Clergj may bluſh to 
ſee" the Stage become a beth ; eee for 
Proteſtantiſm than the Pulpit; and 48 
oft as that Tragedy 1 be ber eſented the 


noured to 
Poſterity, whilſt — yarns: to the 
oe; the High-Flying aud Nonju- 


ring 
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Dramatis Perfone: 
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Ickup, à Candidate for Gotham, 

Sir John Worthy, another Candidate talkd 
on but not ſeen. 

Friendly, an Agent for Sir Roger Truſty. 

Scoredouble, an Inn. Keeper. 

Watt Waſhball, 4 Barber. 

. The Mayor of Gotham. 

Mallet, a Carpenter, and his Son, 

Scruple 4 Rucker 3 

Acobler. W 

A Miller. 

Ben Blunt. 

Gregor 8 

Roger 

Tine) Shallow, 


WOMEN, 


orthy. 

-Gabble. 

y Shallow, 

Midwife, and other Me aro? 
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ACT'L SCENE K 
Enter on one Side Mr. Friendly, 
On the other, Scoredouble, an Inn-keeper, - 


Friend. 9 885 A! Landlord, I'm glad to 
50% fee you. 23 
H Score. Mr. Friendly, Lou 
e) are Welcome. 
8888 3 Friend, L hope Mrs. Sore- 
double, and your pretty Daughter's well. | 
Score. Yes, Yes, Sir, the Women are in 


good Caſe ; my TO, as the old Zaying 1s, 


26 The GOTHAM Election. 


troth I'm glad to zee you, pray, What 


brought you to Gotham an I may be ſo bold 


to ask you? Elections, I warrant you? 
Fgend. Something like it, Landlord ; pray 
what ſort of a Man is your Mayor? 


Score. Why his Worſhip is a huge Ad- 


miror of the French; Nay 'tis whiſper'd by 
.zome, that his Zon is with the Knight 
of the Dragon, for he has never been zeen 
- mince the Duke of what d'e call him went a- 
Way. | 

Frieud. Say you ſo! | 

Seore. a an he has a Daughter, a weigh- 
"ty Girl, I promiſe you: Od wowd you had 
her, Mr. Friendly, ſhe has five Thouſand 


Pound, and a tight Lover of her Coun- 


«try, 

ried. Five Thouſand Pound! a-gad a 
ſudden Thought comes into my Head, [I'll 
2 it; who knows but I may make ſome 
lucky Diſcovery : I thank you for your 
kind Wiſhes, Ladet. but I can never 
hope for ſuch a Fortune: His Son with 
the Knight of the Dragon, ſay you, why 
then your Mayor is a Jacobite. 

Score, Nay, he is ſhrewdly ſuſpected by 
zome to be a down-right Pati: in his 
Heart; but to zay Truth of him, he does 
go to Church conſtantly, he does, indeed; 
ho does go to Church. | | 


Wind. 


—— 


is better in Health than good Conditions, In 


The GOTHAM Hection. 27 
Friend, A pretty Fellow for the Head of 2 
5 Corporation. 

Score. What do you pleaſe to drink, Sir? - 
Friend, Why bring us the beſt your Houſe 
affords. | 
Score. The beſt my Houſe affords; ha, ha, ha, 
|; that is as you think it, Sir; — now moſt of our 
Genzeys tie this laſt vour Years, d'ye mind, 
| wall touch nothing but French Claret, — there 
are zome that like your Port Wines ſtill, but 
very few, and thoſe of the poorer Zort too, 
as my Barboard tan Witneſs. 
* ron Come, bring ſuch as you like your 
Score. Why then Maſter we'll have a Bottle 
of white Lisbon. — Here Sam. bring a Bottle 
of the beſt White Lisbon, d'ye hear. 
| Friend, Withal my Heart. — Well Land- 
| lord, and how will Elections go with you in 
Gotham ? Fat, | 
Seore, Why here is old tugging vort: 
Here has been zuch roaſting of Oxen! Zuch 
| veaſting, and zuch caballing, as you ne'er- 
zaw the like! Here's one Squire —_ a 
Londoner I think puts up for one; — he's. 
over Head and Ears in Debt, they zay, and zo 
has a Mind to get above the Law, and pay 
no Body. | | 
Friend. That's one Way indeed to ſerve 
himſelf; but he that has not Honeſty enough 
to pay his own Debts, may eaſily be — 
to give up the Debts of Ly Nation. — I hope 
2 e 
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he has no conſiderable Number of Votes ſe- 


cur'd, has he? 


Score. He has zome. — Here has happen'd | 


an unfortunate Squabble between Sir John 
Worthy, and his Lady? 


Friend. Sir John Worthy! Does not he put 


up too? 8 | 

Score. Ay ,and he and his Family has re- 
preſented this zame Burrough of Gotham theſe 
Vorty Years, and yet I believe he will loſe 
it now, I am ſorry yor't, vor he's a very honeſt 
Gentleman. 
Friend. How ſo prithee ? | 

Score. Why you muſt know, his Lady is a 
what d'ye call it, — a High-Flyer, — and 


nothing zo great as our Parſon's Wife and ſhe; 


now you muſt know, the Parſon had given 


my Lady a Game Cockeril, — and, as the De- 


vil wou d have it, a Diſſenter's Dog happen'd 
to worry this zame Cockeril, and becauſe 


Sir John wou'd not go to Law with him for 


his Dog's Fault, my Lady zwears he's a Re- 


bel, and wou'd pull down the Church. 


Friend. Ha, ha, excellent; but how does 
this effect Sir John's Election? 
- Score. Why my Lady being plaguy cunning 


| wc mind, = ſhe reſervꝰd to her ſelf a Thouſand , 


ound when ſhe married Sir John ; now ſhe 
ſwears ſhe'll ſpend every Groat on't, but ſhe'll 
fling Sir John out of his Election, and under 
the Roſe, d'ye zee, they zay that ſhe, and this 
tame Squire Tichup, are mainly well . 
. e 3 
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The GOTHAM Hiection. 29 
ed 3 20 ſhe veaſts the Good Wives, d' ye mind» 
and ſo ſecures all thoſe Husbands Votes, whoſe 
Wives wear the Britches, ha, ha, ha. 

Friend, Ha, ha, come my Service to you, 
and to all thoſe honeſt Fellows. not under 
Petticoat Government. | 

Score, Withal my Heart, hang Petticoat Go- 
vernment Izay, Zooks I love to wear my own 
Breeches. | 

Friend. Here's ſtrange Juggling it ſeems: 

Score. Ha, ha, but now you talk of Jug- 
ling, we had rare juggling here not long ſince, 
we had like to have had all the Money in the 
Country juggled away. 

Friend. As how! : 

Score, W by here was à Trickſter came down 
to Got ham. — 


Enter Wat Waſhball.. 


Ho, Wat Waſhball! Come in, come in mun; 
this zame Man can teſtifie what I am going to 
zay: He is a very honeſt Freeholder, of vour 
Pounds a Lear, zo he is, — a Barber here by; 
with your leave Maſter I'll drink to him. 
Friend Pray do, you are welcome Friend. 
Wat. Thank you Sir. : 
Score. Come pull a Chair Wu, and zit 
down ; I was telling Maſter Friendly here; of 
the Trickſter that chang the Cards 20. your 


know Wat, in the Town-Hall. 2 
Wat. Ay, that was a bitter Dog, Lhelie ve 
we ſhan't forget him in Haſte... 

C 3. Friend... 


Ja — 


— —_— — 
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Friend, Why what did he do? 
Score. Why you muſt know Sir he play'd 0 
ſeveral Tricks, but his greateſt Skill lay in t] 
changing the Cards, — He had a plaguy Nack | 
at that; don't you remember Wat, — how 
he dealt a Card round the Hall, — when our 
High Sheriff had got the Ace of Hearts, you a 

| know? b 
| 8 


Wat. Ay, as plain an Ace of Hearts as ever 
I zaw in all my born. 


Score. Ay, and what does this zame Trick- "4 
ſter but with one — Whif, conjures away this 
zame Ace of Hearts, — and claps the Knave N 


of Clubs in its Place. 
Friend. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Score. When my Neighbour Waſhbball, and 
| . TI zaw that, we wou'd have had the Mayor | 
1 made his Mittimuſs, and zent him to Gaol. - 
4 | Wat. No, no, not for that, not for that 
0 Landlord, it was for changing an Evgliſh 
Guinea into a French Piſtole, you know. 
i Score, Right, right, zo it was Wat, 20 it 
% was, and you know the Mayor ſaid the Piſtole 
uy. was the better Gold, and wou'd not meddle 
$117.08 with him vor't. 
| Friend. But there was Four Shillings loſt 
Al | by that Change, what cou'd your Mayor ſay , 
l 1 for that? | 
i 43 Mat. Zay! Why he pretended to prove 
I by Logick, I think he call'd it, — that Seven- 
teen and Six-pence was more than One and 
Twenty and Six-pence. 1 


Friend. 


1 
1 
3 
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Friend. Pritty Sophiſtry truly, for a Mayor 
of a 26) 6 — and what is become of 
this Juggler ? 

Score. Gone to the Devil, vor ought I know. 
Friend, From whence came he ? 
Wat. Why ſome ſay from one Part, ſome 

an other; but thoſe that pretend to know 

belt, ſay he came from ſome Part of the Zouth- 

Seas. | | 

Friend, I rather believe the South-Secas 


came from him. | 


Wat. Pray What is this zame Zouth-Zeas ? 
A Shire, Town, Burrough, or Market- Town? 
Friend, It was a Market, and once had a 
very great Trade for Flumery and Leeks. 
Score, Well, of all Garden Stuff, I hate 
thoſe Zame Leeks. 1 45 
Wat. They leave a plaguy ſtink behind 


them. 
Enter Drawer. 


Drawer. Dinner's upon Table, Sir. 

Score. Maſter Friendly, will you eat a Slice 
of a Buttock of Beef and Carrots ? 

Friend, Withal my Heart, — and after Din- 
ner, I ſhould be glad if you'd bring me ac- 
quainted with ſome of the honeſt Fellows of 
Gotham; Vil try if I can recommend a worthy 


Gentleman to them, one that has Gold e- 


nough, and owes no Man a Groat, is as ge- 
nerous as a Prince, and loves his Country as 
he loves his Wife. 

Sore, 
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Score. Ha, ha, ha, troth Maſter that may 
be little enough, for what as I do know, — 
pray who is he ? / 

Friend. Sir Roger. Trufly. 


Score. Sir Roger! I ſhall be glad to zee him 


with all my Heart Blood and Gutts, as they 
ay. | (Exeunt. 


8 2 E NE changes to & Room in a. Tavern. 


Enter Lady Worthy; Mr. Tickup, Cooddy Gab» 
ble, and Gooddy Shallow. | 


Lady. Never fear my dear Tickup, — as far 
as my Thouſand Pound goes I'll ſtand by you, 
Pl ſpend it every Shilling but carry my Point; 
1 hate a Whig ſo. much, that Tit throw my 


Husband out of his Election, or throw my 


felf out of the World; a Parſel of canting 


Rogues; they have always Moderation in 


their Mouths, — rank Reſiſtance in their 
Hearts, — and hate Obedience even to their 
Lawful Wives, — and then they bear a Mor- 
tal Hatred to Three Pound Fourteen and Fip- 
ence! 9 
Tick. Ay, they hate all Coin that won't 
take their Impreſſion. | 
Lady. Why there's my Brute of a Husband 
now, he hates the French ſo much, that he 

won't let poor Fanny learn to dance, 
Good, G, Nay my Husband is a little poi- 
ſan'd that Way too; — will you believe it, 
| Hg Madam,. 


_ ce wnw/ea} wp = SS. 
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5 Madam, he had the Impudence to forbid me 


Dancing with your Honour's Worſhip laſt 
Night ; — he ſaid Dancing was a bold Ae 


ation, and that it was an Inlet to Sin; but 


I pluck'd up a Spirit, and told him I wou'd 


do it, that I wou'd dance, and dance agen, ſo 
I wou'd, — od my Gentleman was ſoon ſnub'd, 
for he knew an he rais'd my Paffion once, he 
wou'd have enough to do to get it down 
again. 

Good. S. Well, an I zay but one Word to 
Timothy Shallow, down goes Thimble and 
Shears, — and up he takes Gloves and Stick, 
and away goes he. — Ah, you're a happy Wo- 
man, Gooddy Gabble, your Husband is a 
_ every Inch of him, I'Il zay that for 

im. | 
Good. G. You'll fay that for him; Pray how 
come you to know what Man my Husband 
is, Gooddy Shallow? Have you found him a 


Man for your Bufineſs, ha? 


Good. S. I, I found your Husband a Man 
for my Bufineſs, I have a Husband as fit for 
Bufineſs as yours; — and tho' I zay it, that 
ſhou'd not zay it, there is not a better Work- 
man in the Pariſh. 

Tick, Ay, ay, they are both good Work- 
men enough in their Way ; ſhe only jeſted 


with you, that's all. 


Lady. Ay, ay Neighbours nothing elſe, — 
well, you'll uſe your Endeavours with your 
Husbands to give their Votes for Mr. T 9 

6 : 8. Ga ® 
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G. Gab. That I ſhall ſure Madam, — your 
Squire, as ſoon as he is born. 


Tick. That Fi ſhall. | 
G. Gab. And I am to have Twenty Pounds 


a Year. _ Ml 6 
Lady. Ay, I' s my Word for't. 
G. Gab. 1 than out Ladylls, — not that 


I doubt your Word Madam, or the bountiful 
Squire's in the leaſt ; — but, but, but, an, an 
the Squire wou'd advance a Years Sallery 
aforehand, it wou'd go a great Way with my 


inſt his Conſcience, if it were not for his 
tereſt ; — now Sir Joh», you know Madam, 


votes for him, but an he votes apainſt him, 
he won't bate him a Groat ſo he won't, you 
know your Husband's Temper, Madam. 
| Lady. Oh prithee name him not, you'll 
ive me the Vapours; there, there's Twenty 
ound for you, let me hear his odious Name 
no more. 
Tick. Take Notice Gabble, thoſe 
Twenty Pounds are to pay for nurſing of a 


G. Gab. No, no, no, no Matter whether 
ever or never, Þ'll take it when you ſend it, 
ſure ſweet Squire. 

Tick. It is not out of any Siniſter End to 
ſuborn your Husband, no, I ſcorn it, I am 

Sf | an 


Worſhip promiſes me I ſhall nurſe the young 


Husband ; — for you muſt know, that Gregory 
Gabble is an honeſt Man, and won't vote a- 


promiſes to renew his Leaſe Gratis, if he | 


Child that ſhall be born, —. no Matter when. 
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an honeſt Man, and a Lover of the Church, 
and will take Care the Roguiſh Whigs don't 
pull down a Haſſock in't. | | 
Lady. Ay.Neighbours, Mr. Tickup's a Go 
Churchman, mark that! He is none of your 
occaſional Cattle, none of your helliſh Pan- 
tile Crew; — Oh we ſhall never thrive till 
all theſe canting Whigs are whipt out of 
the Kingdom ; — Oh that I had the Jerking 
of em, Pde teach em Pafſive-Obedience, or 
make the Devil come out of em. 
6. Shal. Well, your Ladyſhip is a very wiſe 
Woman, that's certain: Good lack, how ſhe 
doth talk, Neighbour-Gabble ? — Oh ſhe's a 
great Woman. 5 
Lady. Ay, and you ſhall be a great Woman 
too, Gooddy Shatow, if Mr. Tickup carries the 
Day; well, ''ll ſay no more, but every Body 
don't know Mr. Tick«p's Power; — but there's 
a certain great Prince, that ſhall be nameleſs, 
that has a very great Kindneſs for him, and 
for ought I know he may ſtand as fair for a 
-Gatter as the beſt of 'em, one Day. 
G. Shal. Pray Squire, will _ be ſo kind 
as to recommend my Tim. to that ſame Great 
Prince, to be his Tailor ? | 
Lady. He ſhall do it, your Husband ſhall 
be his Tailor, and you ſhall be drefler to his 
Queen, | | 
G. Shal. And will your Honour's Worſhip 
do this ? | 
Tick, I'll do any Thing to ſerve you Gooddy 
Shallow, : 


? 


G* Shal. 
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G. Shal, Will you truly! Well Timothy Shal- 
low, thou art a made Man; — and am I born 
to be a Courtier? Good lack, Good lack. — 


G. Gab. Bleſs me! Who wou'd have thought 


that you/with your Broomitick, wou'd have 
come to ſuch Honour, Gooday Shallow ? 

G. Shal. Ay, whe indeed; — but I ha no 
vine Cloaths to go to Court in tho', what 
mun I do for that now? 

Tick. Why to ſhow you that I have.a Kind- 
neſs for you and your Husband, there 1s Ten 
Guineas to rig you, for the Honours I defign 
to prefer you to. (gives her Money. 
6. Hhal. Ah Heaven bleſs your goud Wor- 

ſhip, me and mine will be oblig'd to pray 


for for you, as long as we live. 


Lady. Look you there now, when wou'd a 


Whig have done as much? — Bleſs me, I'm 
in a Sweat when but name a Whig. — 
7 (Fans her ſelf and 
| walks about. 
Tick. I take a Pleaſure to ſerve my Country 
Folks, and am proud of an Opportunity to 
do good Offices ; — for my Part, I ſhould not 
be concern'd if I loſt the Election, otherways 
than not being in a Capacity to ſerve my 
poor Country, at this Juncture. N 
Lady. There's a Man for ye Neighbours ! 
now cou'd you find in your Heart, Goody 
Shallow, to deny this Gentleman 'any Thing, 
any Thing, any Thing, I ſay ? 
G. Shal, No, by my truly, I think I cou'd 


not 


d. 
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not, why ſhould I belig my Conſcience ? Me- 

dam, coine here's the Squlre's Health. 3 

PPV (arinks. 

Tick. I am oblig'd to you e "= 

( 1 ES her. 

G. Shal. Good Gentleman, he's not proud; 
— odd he kifles main ſweetly, Madam. 

Lady. Ay, Does he not? — Well, you'll 


bring your Husband over? 


6. Shal. Oyer! ay, Madam, or he ſhall 
neyer come oyer —— my Threſhold more, I 
can tell him but that. | 

Enter Drawer, 


Drau. Sir, here's Goodman Mallet, the Car- 


| Rag; enquires for you; he ſays you ſent 


or him. - > CSS 
Lady. No, — I ſent for him in your Name; 
he is a filly Fellow, but no matter for that, be 
can do you great Service; humour, him in all 
he ſays, bring him up. (Exit Drawer, 
Give him Money, if you can handſomely top 
it upon him; — there's à hundred Guineas, 
when they are gone, you fhall have more; 
if you can get Mal let's Vote, he'll bring you 

twenty at leaſt. 5 
Tick, My charming Woman, — you oblige. 
me to be for ever, your s. _ (kiſſes. her. 
Lady. Come Neighbour, et's retire, it may 
not be proper for us to heat Goodman Mal'et's 
Bufineſs you know. | (Exit. 
D G. Gabb. 
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G. Gabb. No, no, no, no, come, come, come, 


'we'll go, we'll go. Good Sir, your moit 


humble Servant, PI bring you Gregory Gabble, 


I warrant you. (Exit, 
6. Shal. And fo will I my Timothy Shallow, 
Tweet Squire. (Exit. 

| Euter Mallet. 


'T _ Mr. Malt, your Servant. 
(Takes out 20 Guineas, and plays 
N vit h them on the Table as he talks. 
Mall. your humble Servant, Sir, pray \ what 


4s __ Buſineſs with me? 


Euter Drawer. 


Tick. Come kt down, sir; 3 — here, the - 


Houſe. 
Draw. Did you call, Sir? 
Tick. Ay, what Wine do * arink Mr. 
Mallet? 
Mall. Tis all one to me, Sir. 
Tick, Then bring up a Bottle of French 


Draw. Tou ſhall have it, Sir. (Exit. 
Tick. Mr. Mallet, there is a very honeſt 
Gentleman gives his Service to you, charg'd 
me to ſee you, and gave me a Token to dribk 
with you. | 
Mall.- Pray who may that be? 3 
ik One Mr, Pitt, ROOT ee 


th 


; 
d 
k 


ll. 
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Mall. Ha! Maſter Double. 


Drawer uit hin.] A Bottle of French Red in 


the Fower- de-Luce. Score, 


Enter with Bottle nd Glaſs. . 


Tick. Come Mr. Mallet, Mr. Doubles Healthy: 
co you. | 
Mall. With all my Heart, I have earn'd 
* fair Pound of him; — ſome ſays he's 
an ill Paymaſter, but I won't ſay ſo, for he 
50 me very honeſtly, tho' I muſt needs ſay 


e's a little long winded. — Sir, an you pleaſe; 


"my Service to you, remembring Maſter eu- 
'7 ot 


3 Thank you Mr. Mallet; well, how do 


you like the Wine? I think tis pretty good. 

| | | (arinks. 

Mall. I think ſo too, Sir; — but ſecond 
Thoughts is beſt. | 


. 


Pick, Right; Come here's to your Firefide; ID 


Mr. Mallet, I ſuppoſe you are a marry'd Man. 
Mall. Ay, Maſter, I have been marry'd 
theſe five and twenty Years ; I have a Son's 
Wife lies In now. | 
Tick, I'll ſtand Godfather, if he be not 
better provided, Mr. Mallet. . 
Mall. Sir, yonr humble Servant, I dare ſa 
he'll accept of your kind Offer, and 8 


you too. 


ck, Is he all the Children you have, 


Mr. Mallet: 
D 2 Mall, 
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Mall. No, Sir, I have four Sons and three 
Daughters in all, fine young Men and Women 
as any in the Parifh, no difpraiſe to the beſt. 


My eldeſt Son is aLawyer, Jult out of his time, 


a ſmart young Fellow, I promiſe you, Sir. 
My ſecond I brought up to my own Trade, 
and he is 4 very great Maſter of his Buſineſs, 
tho* I ſay't, as any is in all Gaham. My 
third Son is a Bookſeller, a notable Fellow, 


he lives in London; he is a kind of à Wit, 
foo, they fay, and makes Verſes; then he has 


an admirable Knack'atquacking Titles. Per- 
Raps you may know what that 18, Sir, but for 
my part Ido ndt, I cbnftſt, undeérftand it; 
but they tell ne, when die gets ah old good 
for nothing Bock, he laps a new Fitts to t, 


and ſells off the whole Impreſſion in a 


Ain e 14 4" 


ek 


Lk. Tis 2 good way of impoſing on the 


Publick, why he'll be a rich Fellow in a ſhort 
Rae: td $— 2110 voi Of Os 4 


Mall, Ay, ſo they ſay ; but my youngeſt 


Lad troubles me moſt of all. 
++ Pick,” How's, pray? © 

Niall. Why you muſt know, Sir, he is a 
maffrweakly Boy, he had the Rickets till he 
was ſeven Years old, which took away bis 
Strength, and hugely dull'd his Memory; fo 
that he's dull, very diff, Sir; I can't think 
at to breed Him to, that don't require 
much Strength of Body, nor Application of 


Mind: 


1 2% > WS” el << 


Mind: His Mother is for making him a 
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P arſon, but the Rogue won't hear ont. 


Tick Oh, Mr. Mallee! by your Deſcription, 
he is very unfit fora Parſon. 


Mall. Why ſo I tell her, Sir, and in my 
Opinion we had better get him a Place at 
n 


Tick, Ay, there indeed you are in the 
right; I don't know but I may be able to 


ſerve you there, if you'll endeavour to put it 


in my Power. 7 5 
Mall. As how pray? = 

Tick. Why, Sir, you muſt know, I ftand 
one of the Candidates for this Borough of 
Gotham ; and if you'll be ſo kind to give me 

ur own Vote, and engage your Friends 'to 
do the ſame, Pl take care of your Son, I 
. e 

Mall. Pray what may your Name be, Sir? 

Tick. My Name is Tickap, Sir. — 

Mall. Tickup ! ah, Sir, you loſe it for a 
Wager with you, | : 

Tick. Why do you think ſo? 

Mall. Why, Sir, our Town has an Aver- 
fion for the _ of the Tes; it is a 
Name very much hated I aſſure you, an I 
might adviſe you, I'd change it into Ready 
Caſh, ha, ha. 4 "CD 8 

Tick. You are witty upon my Name, 
Mr. Mallet; but no matter for that, what will 
you lay I don't carry't ? I' hold you twenty 
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Ovinoe to one I do, and you ſhall hold 
taKES. _. ROS 
. Mall. By Meſs, I'll take this Wager, if 1 


wo 


never hold another, done, Sir. 


4 — — 


Tt Done, there, theres twenty Gui- 


Heas. 1 (ps s *em to him. 
'* Mall. Well, ir 1 ſhould Toſe my Guinea, 
Mr. Tic ku, you Il remember a Place for my Son, 


Tick, That I will indeed, Mr. Man; but 


then you muſt not vote againit me. 


Mall, No, No, that I won't I promiſe you 


but an I engage my Friends, you. mult pro- 


miſe to do a Kindneſs or two more for me. 
"Tick, Name em, and command me. 
Mall. Why cou'd not you now.get my Son 
the Lawyer made Lord Chancellor, think you? 
Tick, Can't! Yes, and will to. 


Mall. Will ye? Ay, _y you 68A ADs 


hald, hold, I have t 2 of all the 
great Places in a Bit 0 ben ſomewhere, 


if 1 find 'em, but — I took em out of 


the prefent State of Gotham, — ho! here 


here it is— Ay, let me ſee, — yes, yes,. Lord 
Steward, ay, Lord Steward! ay, that's a 
very pretty Poſt, that d'you mark me, 1 
would have for my Son Ned— the Carpenter, 
he underſtands how to keep the Houſe in 
pood Repair— and that's a main Matter, you 
know; his Majeſty need give himſelf no man- 

ner of Trouble. | OS 
Tick. Oh; that will be a very great Adyan- 
tage z well; III take care about that — x 
| N 7 
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Mall. And the Bookſeller ! I'd have him 
de ze— ho! I'd have him Groom of the 


Stole. 


Tick. There you are perfectly right, be- 
cauſe he will — an * = make 
D 
Mall. Then for my youngeſt Son! | 
mun he 'be?— Why, what an you ſhould 
make him Treaſurer now! tor the Rogue al- 
ways lov'd Money. And for my Daughters 
I fancy they would do rarely well for the 


1 


King's Maids of Honour. a 
Tick, Oh excellently well — all this I pro- 
miſe you. | Wh : 
Mall. Do you truly? — Well, you are a huge 
civil Gentleman, and ſo my humble Service 
to yau — Well, PII ſay no moxe - but an I do 
not bring you twenty Votes, my Names's not 
Mallet, d ye (ee, that's all, that's all— and fo, 
Sir, your Servant with all my Heart (going. 
Hold! one —_ more I muſt defire of you— 
I have an own Couſen, that is a Sailor — ſup. 
poſe now "ou ſhould make him ſomewhat, — 
an Admiral — or a Boatſwain, or fo d' ye ſee ? 
Tic He ſhall be one of them, I promiſę 
vou. 1 | * 
; Mall. Shall hein troth?—— well, good bye 
to you, and thank you kindly (yoing, 


Tick, Mr. Mallet, your humble Servant, — | 


oh the Devil! Ed 555 
Mall. Methinks I love to do Good in m 
Gene ration; tho' to ſay Truth, the gracele 


Dog 


— 
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Dog does not deſerve it; but no matter as 
long as you can have it for ſpeaking for, you 
know? 3 PA, — 
Tick. What is it? Death, this Fellow would 
tire a Porte. | | | 
Mall. I have a Nephew ſomewhere or other, 
his Name is Sam Slaſb, a Soldier. Pray en- 
quire him out, wol your and make him— ay, 
make him a Coporal, or a Colonel, or ſome- 
what of that, now. . 
Tick, Well, well, this I promiſe you, Have 
you any thing elſe? 5 
Mall. No, no, I won't trouble you any 
more, not I— your Servant (going. 
Tick. Give me leave to wait of you down. 
Mall. Odſo! 1 had forgot my Wife Joan, 
well th&ught on I'faith— he would never 
have forgiven me, if I had not remembered 
her; Joan muſt have ſomewhat, Mr. Ticks, 
what can Joan have now, think; pray think 
2a little for her? | 
_ Tick, Let me fee— why, ſuppoſe ſhe were 
made Oyſter- Cracker to the Court now. 
Mall. Oyſter- Cracker! I don't remember 
any ſuch Poſt in my Lift. F 
Tick. Oh! never trouble your Head about 
that, there is, or ſhall be ſuch a Poſt. | 
Mall. Shall there! well, well, that will 
do then—— but, but, but, I doubt Jean will 
never be content to live at Court without 
me; Can't you contrive ſome ſmall Place for 
me too— Any thing will ferve me— Pt be fa- 
1 tisfy'd 


— — 
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tisfy'd with being Lord -Mayor; I am very 
modeſt in 1 Requeſts, you ſee: ? 
Tick, Modeſt, quotha'! ha, ha, well, well, 
you ſhall be Lord: Mayor. : | 
Mall. Well, well, that's enough— will you 
believe me, Mr. Tickup? I really love my 


Friends as well as my ſelf— why here's an 


honeſt Pot-Companion of mine, Barnaby Bran, 
the Baker; methinks I would fain make his. 
Fortune too, can you think of nothing for 


him: 


Tick. Honeſt. Barnaby Bran, the Baker! 1 
have a rare Place for him. 5 
Mall. Have you really now! What is it 
pray ? 1 
e Why he ſhall be — Maſter of the 

ag f 8 5 
Mall. He will be main thankful; what is it 


à Patent Place? 


Tick. Yes, yes, a Patent Place? 
Mall. And 2 you any thing for his Wife ?, 
Tich His Wiſe, ay, ſhe ſhall have Pattins 


— 


mw 46.4 


"og DO od 

Mall. Od, that will pleaſe her Husband 

mainly. - JEU COT Jha nn 

" Tick, Ay, ſhe has been a Clogg to him 2 
, ana? 


- . 


great while, no doubt ont ,.  (afrde. 
Mall. Well, honeſt Squire, your humble 


Servant (Exit. 
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Word, what a prodigious Company this Fel- 
low has provided for! — but thanks to Poli- 


Were to: ; 


The Courticr, Politician, and the Beau, 
Whate er you at-, will never anſer, now 


Neither more nor leſi, than pure good Breeding. 
. (Exit. 
Scene chages to the Mayor”s Houſe. 


. Enter Mayor with a Letter in his Hand. 
\ , Friendly dreſi'd like « Frenchman. . 


May. Well, and how does all our Friends 
on tother fide the Water, ha? Well, Thope? 
Friend, Oh bien, Monfteur Mayor, and 
Monſieur le Chevalier, be varey much your 
humble Serviture, Begar a 
May. IL am very 21 hisI am ſure.— Come 
Monſieur to the Fatherleſs and Widow. 
„ . _ 7775 
Friend. Vid all mine Heart, dat every 
Man may have his his own, Begar (Drinks. 
May. Amen, I ſay ; — but I muſt defire you, 
Monſieur, to explain this Letter to me? My 
Daughter tells me it is not Engliſb? | 
Friend, No, dis be French, Sir. 


French already ? — But what made him write 
French to me, when be knows that I can nei- 
thee 


cy, a Man is not always oblig'd to keep his 


But Cloſely prefl, you'll find their whole Proceeding, 


May. French! what has my Son learn'd 
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ther write nor read, — and that no Body un- | | 
derſtands a Word of French in the Pariſh ? ' i 

Friend. Oh for dat very Reaſon he did mh 
write in French, becauſe it be one grand Se- | 
cret, and he know me to be de very fedelle | 
Perſonne, in whom de Grand Monarchs in 
dis Vorld put a der Confidance, you under- - 
ſtand a me, Monſieur ? 
May. Les, yes, Oh Bleſſings on my Boy, 
he will certainly raiſe his Family; — a Secret ! 
pray read it ſoftly. | 
Friend. Oh ſoftly. by all Means. — Firſt, 
den, he tell you here, dat de Knight of de 
Draggon give his moſt humble Service to you. 
and prays you to take a de care to make de 
good Members for him. 

May. Ay, ay, 1 will do all that in me lies. 
. Friend. And for dat purpoſe, you ſhall re- 

ceive one, two, three hundred Piſtoles, in 
one, two, three Days ma foy. | 

May. Very well, very well; — pray let 
him know that the laſt Money that was re- 
mitted, has been prudently employ'd for the 
Chevalier's Service: Our Parſon Blow Coal 
is right Stanch, he diſtributed it, with a 
ſtrict Charge to have Regard to the Church; 
the Noiſe of the Church, you know, does 
much, Monſieur? — My Brother, Alderman 
Credulous had two bundred Pounds. 

Friend. Humph, well ſaid Parſon; this 
News ſhall to Sir Roger Truſty (aſide) ha, 
ha, ha, Begar, dat will do de Buſinefs ; de 


Cry 


mas ® 
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Cry of de Church will bring in de King par 
blue ; but one ting more, Monſieur Mayor, he 


ſay here in dis Letter, dat de Knight of de 


Draggon charge you right or wrong to re- 
— 9 High Church. 
May. Ay, ay, that he may depend on; oh 
my dear Boy! And what is my Boy a Favou- 
rite abroad, ha? 5 . 
Friend. Oh, a great Favourite, I aſſure 
you. — Den here be one ring more; — he 
prays you to ſend by me his Siſter for de Edu- 


cation, — becauſe it be whiſper'd, dat if deſe 


uey Low-Chucrh get de Day, — dey vill 
page it Treaſon for any one to ſend der Chil- 
dren to Fance, Begarz no, dey vill ſend 
dem for Education to Scor/and, and bring all 


de young Ladies to de Stool of Repentance, + 


ma foy. .. | 
May. Zounds, I'd ſend mine to Lapland 
ſooner, tho' I'm a Proteſtant my ſelf, becauſe 


1 was born ſo d' ye fee ; yet I had rather 
breed my Children at Rome, than Geneva; 


Zounds, I hate theſe Whiggiſh Doggs. 

Friend. Begar de Pope no love 3 nei- 
ther, dey be de dam Fellows for de Liberty 
and Property; but your Daughter, your 
Daughter, Monfieur Mayor. ' 

May. She ſhall along with you, Monfieur, — 
her Aunt left her five thouſand Pounds; — I 
wiſh you could perſwade her to turn Nun; 


one thouſand would provide for her in the 


Nunnery, 


„ m/ 
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Nunnery, — and the other four would make 
my Son a Lord. | 
Friend, Oh let de Prieft get her once, and 
begar he vill make her— ſometing, I warrant 
ou. 

May. But which way ſhall I get her over, 
ſhe'll never conſent to leave England; for you 
K muſt know ſhe is plaguey Low in her Princi- 
les ? 5 
8 Friend. Me tell you one Politick, — *tis 
vine Veder! ask her to go vid you and me to 
ſee de Ship dat bring ne hither; and ven ſhe 
| be in de Ship vid me, ſome body muſt ſtop 
. your going up de Ship, and tell you dat Day 
| came all Expreſs for you upon de grand Bu- 
| ſineſs of de Nation, ma Boy, ſo you leave 
» "| us, vid de Promiſe to return preſently ; — 
ſo as ſoon as you be gon, me make a de Ma- 
1 ſter hoiſt a Sail, and away for Callais, Begar. 
e May. Excellent Contrivance - well 5 ut. 
r it this Moment. — I can but laugh to think 
; how I ſhall chouſe the young Jade into her 

Happineſs. '  ' of Bake! © ok 
Friend. And I can but laugh to think how 
aw'll be chous'd out of your Daughter, if 


uck favours me. _ (Afide, 
May. And pray tell my Son, I'll obſerve 
nis Direction, — my Clerk ſhall fit up all 
this Night to write Conveyances ; ---- Pll make 
twenty Freeholders before Morning yet. 
Friend, As how pray, Monſieur Mayor? 


Nn Jos hw 


E May. 
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. Oh we have Ways and Means, — 


ky oi undertake, d' ye ſee, to make four 


| 4 out of a Gooſeberry -Buſh, and fix: out 
of a Hogs- Sty. * 


Friend. an doſe be de very ſweet Votes. 
(Exit. 


4 — 
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Scene chungen to the. Street. | 
of Cobler ar avork.? in his Stall under an due. 
Ee Mr. Tickup. 


" Tick, "WAY your Work, Friend, 
Trade 2 upon good Husbandry. 
Cob. Maſter, zo't does, as you zay; 
but Lake 
mend old ones, — 

Tick. Say : you ſo! why you ſhall be, my 
* — if you'll do me a {mall Kind- 
neſs. 

Cob. Getting up with Cap in hand} What i is it, 
Maſter, to nt a ! in pour Shoe, I war- 


your 


rant ĩeu?ꝰꝛ 
Tick, No, only to give me your Vote, that's 


18 

Cob. Sts down to work again.] All, -quotha ! ! 
why that's all many a Man has to live on; at 
this time, a .ſmall Kindneſs! ha, ha, 7% it 
is a ſmall Kindneſs, truly. |! 


Tock. What ſay you, Friend, will you? 2 
Cob. 


new Shoes ſorgetinaes, as ett as 
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Cob. I don't know, I believe not. 
= - Tick. Why ſo, pray you? 
ur Cob. I can't tell, — mehap I may; — me- 
ut | Hap may not d' ye fee. 
T«k. Have you-promis'd ny body elſe? 


es. Cob. Suppoſe I have, — ſuppoſe I have 

it. | not, what then? Look ye, my Vote's as good 
as the beſt Man's i'th Pariſh, or next Pariſh. 
to'r, that's a proud Word d' ye ſee ; and I' 
take care who I gin to, zo I wol. (figs. 

E Tick, Nay, you are in the right of that, 


but no Man ſhall do more for the Corporation 
than my ſelf. -. a 5 


Cob. Ay, ay, you all talk it well affore you 


Ir et in; — but you are no ſooner choſe, — 
ut whip you are as proud as the Devil, 
'5 and a Man can't ſpeak Truth, but you come 
as with yout Caudelum · Natum ſous upon us. 
Tick, Pride is the leaſt-Sigwof a Gentle- 
y man, and I don't know if I ſhould not ra- 
1. ther be call'd Rogue, than a proud Man. 
Cob. And mehap he would not lie that call'd 
t, -you both, ha, ha. | 1, 
r- Tick, 1 am ſorry you ſhould have ſo ill an 
Opinion of me. | 
's Cob. Why are you not proud now? 
| Tick. I think I may ſafely ſay Iam not. 
! Cob. Why then come and kiſs me. 
it Tick. Withall my Heart. (kiſſes him. 
„ Well, what think you now? will you give 


me your Vote yet 2 


E 2 | Cobs, 
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Cob. Look 5 fare and ſoftly, — I am not 
y'd, whether I ſhall give you 

my Vote or not. 14 
Tick I am ſorry for that, — but if you'll. 
go to the Tavern, I'Il give you a Pint of 


Wine, whether you'll give me your Vote or 


not, for I like you for your Bluntneſs. 

Cob. I dant value your Wine of this Hog's 
Briſtle, d'yeſee; — I am an honeſt Man, 
d'ye ſee, —and am for a free Government, l'm 
none of thoſe that are to be brib'd ; now 


an you are not proud, d' ye ſee, — why 


come into my Stall, here, and I'll give you a 
Flaggen of Ale. > 1 | 

Tick, Oh the Devil, that will dirty all 
my Cloaths : (aſide.) Had not we better go 
into the Ale-Houſe ? 


Cob. Look ye there now, did not I ſay you 


was proud? No, Sir, I won't leave my 


Stall, thoſe that are aſham'd off me, — why 
IT am aſham'd of them, d' ye ſee, that's all. 


1.1 (Sings and works. 

Tick. A Pox of the unpoliſh'd Blockhead, 

I muſt humour him. (Gathers ap his Cloaths, 
and goes in. 

Mia nay, don't be angry, — I only ſaid it, 

to ſave you the Trouble of going for the 
Ale, that's all. l 

Cob. Oh I have a Conveniency for that, 

1 (whiſtles, and the 


Boy enters. 


Look you there, Sir z Sirrah, bring me a Pot | 


8 & 
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of humming Ale, de you hear; — what are 


you afraid of your Cloaths 2 Zblead, ſit down, 


mun, tho' I'm a 2 Fellow, I've zitten by 
as good as you affore now, mun. 
8 (tnlls him down rudeſy. 


Enter Boy with Drink, on one fi de, and Tolefree 
| the Miller on t'other. 


Tick. Ay, ay, Friend, who doubts it. 
Tole. Hark ye, Neighbour Laſt, will you 


never have done cobling my Shoes ? 


Cob. Oh, . ey Tolefree, you come in 
the Nick ; why here's Neighbour Tolefree has 


a Vote too, and he'Il give it ye. — 


Tick, I ſhall be much oblig'd to him, if he 
will, pray drink to him. 

Cob. By and by, let his Betters be ſerv'd 
before him, my Service to you, Sir; — ceme 
in, Neighbour Tolefree, — come, we'll make 
you room, ( Drinks, 
Tolle. Withall my Heart. Ui. 
che, hgh 70, 9 Gets in on the other 
r Side Tickup. 

Tick, T with the Devil had them both, — 
what a fine Pickle I ſhall be in, pray have a 
care of my Cloaths. | 

Cob. Cloaths, nay, I hope I am a better 
Commonwealths-Man than to mind Cloaths, 
fit cloſe, Neighbour Tolefree, or youll thruſt 
me off the Form. (The Miller hitches upon 

Eaton; + |  Tickup, and makes his 

Cloaths all white, 

E 3 Tick, 


ſ 
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Tick; Theſe Dogs have a Defign upon me, 1 
wiſh 1 was fairly out ; "I. what a Coat is 
here? (aftde. 

'Fole. Come, come, put about the Pot. 
-. Tar My Service to you, Sir, (drinks) the 

King's Health. 
hb. I love the King, — and ſo kiſs me 
agen. (.̃8laps his Hands on his Cheek: N 
a pulls him to kiſs bay and 
| leaves them all blath. 
f Tick. ee the Raſcal! how his 
Breath ſtinks — Well, what ſay you now, 
Gentlemen, will you both gi ve me your 
Votes? 

Tole. Give you my Vote! that will bring 
no Griſt to my Mill, d' ye ſee. 

Cob. Get out, and walk before my Door, 
now, two or three Turns, 3 PII tell you 

more of my Mind. 
Tick. Death, he'll make” me jump over a 
Stick by and by. (Gets out, and Wally. , 
Well, what ſay you now? | | 

Tole, Lou have a plaguey Hitch in your 
Pace, you learnt to dance of ſome French- 
man, Im certain. 

Cob. Ha, ha, ha, ha, I think that you'd think 
me a Fool, if | ſhould give you my Vote, now. 

Tick. How ſo, pray? 

Cob. How fo! 1 ha, ha, you that are a 
fine bred Gentleman, here d' ye ſee; — 
yet.can ſtoop ſo low, as to kiſs, and Jumour 
ſuch a my rune as Tam, purely to buy 


my 


Pe 
_— 


. 
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my Vote. — U dant know, d' ye ſee, but for 
a good round Sum you might be pre vail'd 
upon to ſell my Country, ha, ha, ha, ha ; 


Look ye, I dan't like you Comming Sparks, — 


you ſhould be a little more coy, ha, ha, ha. 
- Tick, You are merry, Friend. 

Cob. Not ſo merry as you think for, me- 
haps; — but Vriend me no Vriend, go troop, 
Nouns, he looks like a Jeſuit, does he not, 
Neighbour Tolefree? | 

Tobe. Pull off his Whore's Hair, an ze an 


he has not a bald Crown. 


Tick. The Devil! they'll ſtrip me by and 


by, I had as good walk off, for theſe are both 
_ damn'd* Mhigs, I find that. 141 099 art? 
Cob. Ha, ha, he's gone! an he be not a 


plaguey Higb Boy, Im miſtaken. Come 
ry then Tele, you aft I will take a Pot 
of Ale together, to Sir Joh ort hey's Health, 
you'll vote for him, wol you not? 

Tole. Yes, that I wol, -- for all my Lady 
bas been tampering with my Wiſe Margery, 


and has given her a vine Silk Gown; and a 


Huge high Head; — but I dreſed my Dame's 


Jacket for her, and made her carry em agen; 


odsfleſh, we ſhould have rare times, an we 


were to be rul'd by our Wives, you know, 


ha, ha. . | , zee] 
Eͤnter Alderman Credulous. 5 


1 Alderman, Ha, ha, ha, I can but laugh 


to think how my Wife's Brother, the Mayor, 
has ver- reach'd his Daughter, Enter 
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3 Enter Sir R oger Truly. t 


Sir Roger. Mr. Aldemgan Creduſous | your 
moſt humble Servant, Sir, I'm glad to ſee 
you ſo merry; Pray what may be the Occa- 


* 


Non? Ant wor „gene 
Ad. Family Affairs, Sir Roger; my Bro- 
ther has di{pos'd of his Daughter, — that's 


0 


all. | Wr no bo 
Sir Rog, Humph ! not as he expected; tho 
I believe, for her Advantage, I hope. (Aſide. 
Ad. Ay, ay, Sir Roger, we Fathers know 
what's good for our Children, better than 
they do themſelves ; they have nought to. do 
but to ſubmit to our Pleaſures; Paſſive-Obe- 
dience is as abſolutely neceſſary in our Wives 
and Children, as in Subjects to the Monarch; 
is not your Opinion the ſame, Sir Roger? 
Sir Rog. Les, whilſt Husbands, Fathers 
and Monarchs exact nothing from us, contrary 
to our Religion and Laws: But pray, Mr. Al- 
derman; How came you ſo paſſive? Lremem- 
ber you wore other Principles in Eighty 
Eight; — this is not natural, Aldermnun. 
Ald. Eighty Eight! that's a long time ago; 
I know ſome Men that have worn out twenty 
Setts of Principles fince Eighty Eight, both 
Men of the Robe, and Men of the Gown. 
_ Sir Rog. More the pity, Alderman, I am ſor- 
ry Nature did not .diftinguiſhy Men of ſuch 
Principles from the reit of wore 
g | T2175 991 (8.47 44 at 
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that we might enjoy her Gifts more amply, 
and be more thankful for the Bleſſings. 
When |] reflect that I am of the ſame Species 
with the Betrayers of my Country (for ſure 
that Crime is the greateſt of all others) I 


could almoſt wiſh to wear = other Form of 


the Creation. Life is a Bleſſing, or a Curſe, 
according to the Fame we purchaſe, and he 


that redeems twenty of his Fellow Creatures 


from the fſlaviſh Yoke of Tyranny, does an 


Action worthy of a Man that bears the Image 


of his Creator, whilſt he who ſeeks by 
Treachery to inſlave his Kind, to feed Ambi- 
tion, Avarice, or Revenge, is only the Peſt 
of human Society, and ought to have a 
Mark ſet upon him, that we might ſhun him 
as we would the Plague. 
Ad. Ay, ay, ſo it ought to be, Sir Royer 3 
but I have read ſomewhere, a 
Nature to Man's Breaſt has made no Windows, 
To ſhow us what they aft within Doors. 
For my part, Iam for the Church, and my 
Country. : < | 
Sir Rog. So am I; their Intereſts are inſe- 
parable; who gives up one, | betrays the 
others : For my part, 1 intend to and or fall 
by both; e 5” 4 you'll do me the 
r. 


Honour of your Vote, Alderman. 


Ald. Why truly Sir Roger, I am pre-gngag'd, 
I won't tell a Lie for the Matter, 9 
Lr Rey, To who, pray? 


ES, 
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Ald. Why to Squire Tichap. 

Sir Rog, Tickup! Why he's a Fellow not 
worth-a Groat, and a known Jacobite. 


Ald. Nay, look ye as that, his Means and 


his Religion is nothing to me, let his Credi- 
tors take care of one, and our Parſon o' th' 
tother; for my part, I'm for the Church, as 
Lſaid before, and would rather be a Papiſt 
than a Presbyterian- 

Sir Rog. Why, where's the Neceſſity of your 
being either ? Come, come, there's a more 


convincing Argument than- what you have | 


nam d; — Mr. Tichap is recommended by 
ſome great Man on whom you have Depen- 
dance. 2 | = 

Ald. Great Man! Why yes, - truly; -he is a 
pretty large Man; and I have, I truſt Hea- 


ven, very great Dependance on what he ſays: 
The Parſon of the Pariſh; you know, ought 


to be regarded, Sir Roger, and he told me 
that Mr. Tichup was. a good 8 and 
pray'd me to vote for him, 

Friends to do the ſame, if I would promote 
the Intereſt of the Church. | | 


Sir Rog. Ay, the [Intereſt of thre Church of 
Rome, not that of Exgland; why Vit under- 
take to prove this Fellow deep in the Intereſt 


of young Perk;», and that he and his Friend, 
at Villa Coumbe, has bought up, and ſent for 
his Service, more than 2000 Horſes within 


theſe laſt four Years 3 and can ſuch a Man be 


a proper Perſon to repreſznt you in that ou 
. = 


to get all my 
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guſt Aſſembly, where the People of Gorham - 
expect to have theſe pernicious Meaſures re- 
dreſt? 

Ald. Why I am confounded at what you 
tell me. | | 

Sir Rog. I am amaz'd to find you in the In- 
tereſt of the High-Boys, you that are a 
Cloithier! What, can you be for giving up 
Trade to France, and ſtarving poor Wes. 
Neis! | 

Ald. Trade, piſh, piſh, our Parſon ſays 
that's only the Whigs Cant, and that if the 
Bili of Commerce had paſs'd, it wou'd have. 
been of ſignal Service to us. 
Gir Rug. Wich Way, I pray, Alderman ? 
Ad. Nay, I never askt him that, tho' no 
Doubt but he can. tell-you, for he is a learn'd 


Man, and underſtands Matters better than l 


do. | 
Sir Rog. It 1s much to be wiſh'd for the Ho- 


nour of our Religion, and the Safety of our 


State, that thoſe learned Men were more in- 
duſtrious in the Cure of Souls, and leſs buſie 
in Politicks. — But come come, Mr. Alderman, 
there is yet a Secret behind the Curtain, Pray 
what cou'd Mr. Tickup, or any of his Friends 
oblige you with, that is not in my Power to 
have done: — You and I have been good 
Friends, and if a Brace of Hundreds had 
wanting, — why, we cou'd have ſerv'd you 
as well as they. | 
Ald. So, fo, I find whereabouts you are 
F already. 
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already. Well, there is nothing kept a 


Secret in this damn'd Town: However 
I had not thoſe Two Hundred Pounds by 


Way of Bribe, I aſſure you Sir Roger. 

Str Rog. Ha, ha, why then you had Two 
Hundred Pounds? 

Ad. Yes I confeſs, Mr. Blowcoal our Par- 
ſon did give me Bills for Two Hundred 
Pounds, Part of a Sum, he ſaid, that was p1- 
ven him for charitable Uſes, and bad me diſ- 
977 of it to proper Objects, as I thought fit, 

ut not to bribe Votes I aſſure you. 

Sir Rog. No, no, no, no, 'twas to build 
Churches I ſuppoſe, and reward Secret Merit, 
ha, ha, ha, ha, but I am ſorry for your Sake, 
that they made their Payment in Paper: — 


Pray let me ſee thoſe Bi s, — who are they | 


upon ? 


Ald. See them! Ay, — there they are, Sir 


Roger. TROY (Gives him Bills. 
Sir Rog. (Looks on em,) Upon Sir Charles 
Wealthy! As I ſuſpected: Why he isa Bank- 
rupt, not worth à Groat, ha, ha, ha, why 
ou are bit, Alderman, Blowcoal has bit you, 
ha, ha, ha; Charity, quotha! Yes this is 
Oharity with a Vengance. EY Hl | 
Ald. How! Am I trick'd? But you are not 
in Earneſt Sir Roger, are you? 
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Rog. As certainly as that I my felf loſt 


vive hundred Pound by the fame Banker: I 


tell you Sir C:arles J/ealthy has been gone off 
this Month. 1 Ft TS x 

Ad. The Devil he has! l 9¹ ſheart Fam finely 
ſerv'd; why, I'm out of Pocket the Lord 
knaws * Death! I ſhall loſe all Patience! 

Sir Rog. Look, ye Mr. Alderman, if you'll 
yet hear Reaſon, Vil make up all this 8 ; 
ſee here; (prlls out A Purſe.) here's 200 
Guineas in this Purſe, all ready Caſh, hang 
Paper; here's the beſt Proviſion for charitable 
Ules.— Mr. Alderman ! hark how religiouſly 
they Chink; what ſay yon? Will you cheat 
them, as they have cheated you? Wen for 
once, ſerve. your | ſelf and your Connery old 
Boy. 

%a But are you ſure thoſe Bills are not 
worth a Farthing, Sir Roger? 


(Sir Roger claps the Bills into has Pocke ts, and tales 


ont ſome Papers, and tears em in ſmall Pieces. 
Sir Rog. Sure on't, a ye, a8 ſure as I am that 


my Name is Roger Toy; 5 and thus I ſacri- 


fice them to your Reſentment, Mr. Alder mau, 
and now. "4 

Ald. Death, Hell, and the Devil, I'm. un- 
dong 3 but if Pm not reveng\l, — | 

Sir, Roger. (Plays with. the, Purſe.) It was a 
curſed Trick ind-ed to affront an Alderman 


of a Corporation at this rate. 


Ad. Give me the Purſe (Sr: Roger ſlaps * 


ite his Hand) nnd now, Sir Roger Lam youis. 


if I do not fit Parſon Hν O aj I am the 
Son of a dead Cinder.— * Ubring Sixteen, 
F Votes 


| 
| 
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„Votes, Sir Reger; egad I' over-reach the 
. [ Warrant em: This Purſe is 4 
Fle | 
Sir 2 * theſe Bills a Pledge for that 

Purſe. Ha, ha, ha, (tales out the Bills ) I'll 
ſend my Servant to receive the Money imme- 
pri, x think I have paid them in their 
own Com. „ e175 * 

In this at laſt we have the Ad vantage got, 

Me give the Treat, but t hey ſhall pay the Shot, 


SCENE Mallets 60's Horſe. 


Odoaddy Shallow, Sly and his WW ife, and Mid- 
wife with the (Hild; ſeveral Men and Women 


drinking, as at Chriſtening, a Quaker fig 


Mine, and a Fidler Playing. 
N | NTA Ter 
2 Bieter Tickup;* (ol nn fn? | 


Mallet. We began to diſpair of your Com- 
pany Sir, we have Chriſten'd the Child, — 
but we got one to ſtand in your Place, Squire. 

Tick, Very well, Pl take the Charge upon 

Midwife, (Preſenting the Chill. (me. 
Here's your Godſon Sir, a fine thumping Boy, 
he is almoſt big enough to ask you Bleſling. 
Tick. A fine Child indeed, — (He: takes the 


Here Sirrah, here's a Cup for Child aud 


| ou, and beſure vou drin my ſes Tn and 
alth out of it as foon as you gives it 4 Hl 


can ſpe do you hear, '— ver Cup. . 
Which ie e ert. 
1 | Mat, 


ge for my Ferformancde. xi. 
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-Mal. This is my Son, Squire. 1 
Son. Sir, you do me much Henour. 1 
- Tick, Sir, 1 wiſh you much Joy of my God- 


ſon, —and may your good Lady bring you eve 


y Year ſuch another. Well which are the 
Codmothers 7 That I may diſcharge my * 
| Gooady Sly. Why, I am one for want of a 
better, Sir. hap | 1 
Tick, Say you to: Have at you then. | 
G. Gab. And I'm t'other, ſweet Squire. 
Tick. Gooddy Gabble, (kiſſes her) nay I'm to 
85 round, — and you too Mrs. Midnight, 
iſs me you old Jade you. % 
Mid. Well, well, you Gentlemen are very* 
happy at Midnight ſometimes, — Old Jade! 
Not 2 old neither, but I can have a Civility 
one me by as fine a Gentleman as your. 


Squire's Worſhip, Ed hare you to knows . 


Tick, P'ſhaw; who diſputes that; — Olds * 


Jade is my Favorite Name, you muſt. know 

egad I love an old Woman, — I wou'd not 

give a Fig for your green Girls not I. 
G. Sly. Ah, you are a merry Gentleman; 


| He has a Breath as ſweet as a Cow, —he 


kiſſes rarely well; — Roger, you - ſhall give 


this Gentleman your Vote, Roger, ( Aſide to hey 


Husband) 


Roger, So, he has tickled her Fancy already, 


6. Sly. I fancy you are a rare Dancer Squire, 
pray will you give us'a-Jigg ? | 
Tick, A:Jigg!. Ay with all my Heart, if 
you'll dance with me, Dame. * 


6. Sly. A lack! Squire, can't dance, Squire. 
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Tick. 1 warrant thee Dame: Come, ſtrike 


up Fidler. (He kiſſes her. 


6. Shy. Nay ſure I ſhall not be able to do't 


with ſuch a vine Gentleman as you: (they dance... 
ka (G0 up ro his Wife,) Get home you 
* 


you, wol ye? A Plague o' your Jigging, 
will you ne'er ha Jigging enough? _ 
Tick, I hope you are not angry! Rather 
than diſoblige you I'll kiſs-your Viteno more. 
6. Sly. Look ye there now Roger, — you are 
always doing Miſchief, ſo you are. - 
Lady. An't you aſham'd of your ſelf, Roger? 
Koger. Aſham'd of my ſelf, vor what I tro? 


Lady. Methinks you ſhould take it as an 


Honour. e IG x 

Roger. What vor him to lie with my Wife; 

lookye Madam, you may keep that Honour 
"C367 $605 r 


for Sir John an you woll. 


Lady. You faucy impudent Raſcal Who 


do you talk to, Sirrah ? 


SE. Gab. Fye Neighbour Sly, you uſe my 


Lady like a common Woman, ſo you do. 
Roger. If ſhe's as common as thoſe that take 
her Part, l'm ſure fhe's common enough. 


6. Cab. Meaning me Sirrah, — l'll make 
you prove your Words, you Rogue you: 


Why: Gregory, Gregory Gobble I ſay;/— dot you 
hear what this Rogue Sly ſays ? (Gregory is kiſs- 
3 * ing a Woman, 


"Boe; dee, the Villain is minding his Pleaſures, 


when he ſhou'd be vindieating his Wife; —. 
but PIl ſwinge you, — Fl cool your Courage 


, when I get you at home, I will ſo. 
a BB (C aping her Hands. 
ds Lady. 
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Lady. This Raſcal S/, was againſt the 
Peace, I remember it well, — and I'll, have 


f you hang'd for't, 1 will, you Pantile Monſter. 
4 R- ger. Nay, when ſuch as you talk of Peace, 
x we know the Devil is beating up for Vo.un- 
„ n Bac --- 4; 
Tek. Prithee my Dear Life don't put thy 
Y ſelf into a Paſſion. —— Mr. Sly, I ask your 
Pardon, If I have, given you any Offence: ' 
> Roger. I am no Pope Sir'; — but ha done: 


Mal. Why that's well ſaid, — my Neigh- 
bour S'y's an honeit Man, he takes nothing il}, 
I'll ay that for him: Pray Mr. Tickup drink 
to my Neighbour S'y. 

+ Tick, I filed the Glaſs for the ſame Purpoſe, 
Mr. Sy) my hearty Service to you. (Drinks. 


wy 


, - Roper. Don t Maſter me Sir, -- Pm but a poor | 
Man, my Name is Roger Sly, d'ye ſee, that's all. 1 

> Mal. (Co the Quaker) Neighbour Scruple N 
will you do me the Favour to give this ho- ö 

2 neſt Gentleman your Vote? e 0 
Scruple. Verily Neighbour Mallet, — I do | 

- think I ſhall not do it. ; | 


x Mal. Way ſo? ; | 
3 Scru. Am | oblig'd to give thee my Reaſons? 
— Mal. No, not oblig'd, but I wou'd be glad 
1 to know them. | 
Ku. Why then thou. ſhalt- know them. 


3 Between thee and me, Neighbour Mallet, I 
, do not take him for an honeſt Man. | 
th Ca dy. Not an honeſt Man! Why what can 
A you ſaz again{t his Honeſty; — he is none 
7 cf your'canting Congregation, that's all. 
. Cru. 1 did not direct my Diſcourſe to theed 


F 3; and 
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and I wou'dadviſe thee not to put thy ſelf 
into a Paſſion, it will much diſorder thy out- 
ward Woman, — and make thy Lovers tcls 
defiring. $22] MOL. 
Laev. My Lovers! Goodman Gooſe-Crown, 
Who told you that I had Lovers, ha? Good- 
man Mallet, why do you let your Son take 
Wine of this old canting Villain? When 
there is ten times better, either at the Popes. 
Head, or the Desi. 
Scru. Lea verily, I do perceive that thou art 
much in the Intereſt of thoſe two that thou 
haſt nam'd, by thy Language, and thy Actions. 
Lady. And what are you in the Intereſt of, 
Sirrah ? — not of your Gunten, — you, you, 
you, — Spawn of old Noll you. — Here Fid- 
r, play me the Tune of, The King hall enjoy 
his un again. i it n | 
S. Ay, let 'en, let 'en an he dares, *ZAbud 
Fl ha no no Papiſts Tunes play'd where I am; 
play Lillibullera, you Rogue. 
© Lady. You won't have no Papiſts Tunes! 
Sirrah, play what I bad you. | * 
- Sly. Wounds, play what I bad ye, ye Dog, 
or Ell break your Fiddle about your Ears. 
CCC TE 44 tHeplays Lillibullera. 
Lady. You Presbyterian Son of a Conven- 
ticle, how dare you contradict me, Sirrah ? 
11100 „ (Strikes him on the 
Face, and males 
3 his Neſe bleed. 
8. Sy. Murder, Murder, my Husband's all 
of a gore Blood; ah you are a good one to 
Aike a Man, 1 Warrant ye. BIN 
. | | Lady. 


— 
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If Lady. Til murder you, you dirty W 
t- taild Slut, take that Huſwife. 
ls (Strikes Geoddy Sly, Wy 
makes her Noſe bleed, ſh: 
A blows it into her Fane 
1 and ſhows it, Crying. 
e G. Sly. See, ſee here, ſee here, how they 
n begin to ſpill Proteſtant Blood already; oh 
. Fon 5 wy Devil you ; AY this is whit you 
rh; eat. 
t | Zounds, if ſhe carries this of. 3 
u be Maag ed alive; I'll dreſs her down; 15 war- 
8. rant her, an ſhe be tor fighting. 
. py Offers re frip; 
„ | they ho'd mt. 
k Mal. Oh tf is ſhe not a Woman? ; 
y - Sly. Nay ask her Spark there, he knows 
* belt, or he's foully YE on. — A Woman, a 
d ſhameleſs Boalt, is ſhe! 
3 Tek. Let me perſwade your Lad zſhip to 
; | leave the Room. "? (Afide to the Lazy. 
; Lach. No, Pl have the Blood, the Blood, 
| th: L 00d of thelz confounded Whi: o1fh Dogs 
„ $i (Stamps and tears, 
| Tick, Indeed you'll ruin the Deſign by theſe 
. Paſſions; did I not intend to cruſh them a 
6 more effectual Way? You thou'd ſee how he 
wou'd ufe them now, but we muſt bear with 
e their Szucineſs now, if we expett to gain our 
s Ends; — you will by thefe Meaſures fright 
em al into your Husband's Intereſt. 
1 Lady. Oh, oh, oh, well, well, that thought 
> VF has cool'd me, and VIt retire. to your Lodg- 


ings, make what haſte you can after me, 
. 5 whe. 
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where we will med;tate on Revenge to 
come. | Ar Exit. 


Euter Scrvant. 


Ser. The Mayor is gone to the Hall, Sir, 
and the Election is begu . : 
Tick, Well Gentlemen, I hope you'll give 
me your Votes, none {hall do more for your 
Town then I will, I promiſe you. (Ext, 
Ser. Here's a Letter for you Mr. Scrup/e, 
from your Wine Merchant, Monſieur Traffch, 
the Man ſays. (ive, Seruple a Lettir, 
cen. (Reads.) I fbunld take it as à particular 
Favour, if yeu wou'd give Mr. T1ckup your Fore, 
who is new with you m Gotham; bees an honejt 
Gentleman 1 aſſure You, — Yea.1t would be a 
very particular Fayour trulßx. 
Mal. What wou'd, Mr. Sruple% 1, 
Scru. Why thou muſt know, that this Let- 
ter comes fram a Frenchman to direct my 
Vote for a Member in an Engliſh Senate, 
ha, ha. #6 8 . 1401536 
Mal. Perhaps there may be no harm in it, 
the Gentleman might mean it well. | 
Scru. Yea he doth mean it well for himſeif 
no doubt on't, but he doth not mean it well 
for me. — But come, let us to the Hall Neigh- 
bours. 18 co NS ; 
Mal. Ay, ay, to the Hall, and act as Con- 
ſcience, or our Intereſt, leads. (Excunt 


SCENE changes to the Street. Fin 
N Eg Enter. 


? 
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Enter Friendly and Luey. 


Friend. I hope you are convinc'd, Madam, 
of your Father's Principle, and what you muſt 
have ſuffer'd from it, if I had been really 
what I repreſented. 

Lucy. 1 do believe the Deſign you ſpeak 
of, A Nunnery! Heaven! I ſhudder at the 
Thought. CTA 3 

Friend. Ay; where Swarms of Nuns and 
Prieſts daily curſe your Country, By Bell, 
Book, and Candle, where you inf Nee been 
taught to pray for its Deſtruction too. 
© Lucy, No! Had I been trappan'd to that 
curſed Place, tho” but a poor defenceleſs 


Maid alone; Yet I'd have ſhown 'em a true 


Britiſh Soul, and dy'd before I woa'd have 

chang'd my Faith. | | 

Friend. Well ſaid Madam: But to the 

Point; — you will not ſure return to your 

Father, and put it in his Power to betray 

you a Second Time. | | 
Lucy. No that I won't. 


Friend. May I not hope ſome Share in your 


Eiteem ? | 
Lucy. No, whining Love, Pm not to be 


caught that Way ;— this Day I am of Age, 
and I chuſe you for my Guardian, and if yon 
can bring me unqueſtionable Proofs of your. 
being an honeſt Man, — that you have always 
been a Lover of your Country, — a true As- 


ſerter of her Laws and Priviledges, and that 


you'd ſpend every Shilling of my Portion in 


Defence 
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Defence of Liberty and Property againſt Per- 
kin and the Pope, I'll ſign, ſeal, and deliver 
my ſelf into your Hands the next Hour. ti 
Friend. If I do not this, may I meet the 
Fate which every Traytor to bis Land de- 
rves, my charming Heroine! 52 41 
5 A Noiſe of Mob without, crying, - - 
A Tickup, «a Tickup, 4 
Worthy, a Worthy, 4 
Truſty, a Truſty, 1 
Luc. The Electiom is begun; where ſhall 
Iſtay conceal d? in el a 
Friend. At my Lodgings, Madam, where 
you ſhall quickly have the Proof that you de- 
mand, to make my Happineſs complet. 


bi h g I 1 
» Enter Mob, with their Candidates at the Head of 
each Party; ou bearing. a Pope, and wooden 
Shooes, with Wool in their Hats : The other a © 
Tub with a Moman· Preacher in it, and Lawrel 
in their Hats; crying on one Side, 4 Tickup, 


4 Tickup; on the other, A4 Worthy, f' 
Worthy, Huzza. att oxi 0 ago 
LS) CHAT C7; 4h 
Ben Blunt. No. Pape, No Perkin. A Worthy, 
A Worthy. : - 
Tim. Shal. No Tub preaching, no Liberty 
and Property Men. 2 


Gre. Gab, A Tickup, a Tickup, à Tickitp.. 
Ben Blunt. No Fire and Faggot, — no 
Wooden Shoes, no Trade Sellers, A Low 


* 
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Tim Sha!. 7/blead! Who made you a Poli- 
titian, ia the Devil's Name. | : 
Er Sie. (Knocks him down, Blunt 
gets up and collers him and 
Fulls him down, and gets on 
him, and boxes him: Ha 
a Score more falls together 
| by the Ears, 
Gr. Gab. Down with 'em, down with 'em. 
| Roger Sy. Nay, an you're for that Sport have 
at ye: No Pope, No Perkin, knock em down, 
down with the Doggs, down with their 
Champion, — down with that frenchify'd 
Dog, Tickrp; No High Boy, No High Boy. 
Shal: No Mort hy, No Worthy ; A High Boy, 
A High Boy, A High Boy. (Exeunr fighting, 


Enter Mr. Scoredouble, Friendly, and Lucy, 


Score. I wiſh you much Joy with all my 
Heart, Madam, you are the Nineteenth Bride 
1 have been Father to, and I never gave one 
to an honeſter Man in My Life, I'll zay that 
for him. | | 


Friend; I thank you Landlord, —and it ſhall 


be my conſtant udy to make you happy, 


Madam, and by my future Actions convince 
you, that you have not choſe amiſs. (ro Lucy. 
Lucy. 1 cannot be — if your Con- 


duct anſwers your Character; a moderate 


Man, from a true innate Principle of Virtus, 
ſcorns to betray eyen his Enemies, much leſs 
his Country or his Faith,  _ 


A great 
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1:42 1 A great Saut within, ' © A 


Enpr Mob bearing the cho en Member ot on Holes 
8 n a Chair, 7 5 7 the Stage. D 

. e bake 4 Mayor Jo loꝛring: 

Mayor. I lay it is an unfair Election, and 
I. return Mr. Tes. Ha! What do I ſee? 
N Four Son and Daughter Sir, if you 
Pp: eaſc to give us your Blefſing. f (Kneels, 

Mayor. The Devil! Down right Engliſh, 

Sirrah, I'll hiye Jou laid by the Heels for a 
Cheat. 
Lucy. Then he'll recriminate, my dear Fa- 
ther, and ten to one tell how powerfully the 
Promiſe of French Piltoles Way l your Con- 
feience, Tha 

Mayor. There's a Jade f now, Zounds, that be 
ever I. begot her. Huſwife, if you are mar- 
ried ta that raſcally, cheating, canting Low 


Boy „= may —.—. Hell confound you both. 
I „eit. 

D Ha, ha, Wis, mind not his Curſes, 
| my, dear Lucy, PI be both A Father and a 
Husbandto the. 

Lucy. I do belieye vou, ea thanks you for 
this Deliverance ; fer if l had Tap. a Nun- 
nery, ten to 6n6 but I had been thrown'inta 
the Arms of ſome of my Fa ther's e 
and that wou'd have been as bad. 


Ts is wy, Maxim: in. a married I. . 1 
bee ounrry, ner cn love bi Jt Wii 
15 2 © 0 
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